PROLOGUE: 


Ne a New PLA Y, called 


Venice Preſerv d: 


The PLO T Diſcoverd: j 
At the Duke's Thang ; Jokes ry At Src 


N theſe unſett''d nite when each man - 
The Bloudy Stratagems of buily Heads, _.. 
When we have fear'd three years I know not what, 
Till Witneſſes begin to die o'th' Ror,. = b 

What made oyr Poet meddle with a Flot 2 

Was't that he fanci'd, for the very. ſake. | 

And nameof 4' LO 7, his trifling, 7lay might ok - 

For there's not jn't one  Inch- board: Evidence: , , - | 

But is to each man's reaſon, plain and ſen(e 5 . n 

And that he thinks a plauſible defence, .- 

Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſonto be try 'd, - 

Sure all our Sweerers might be laid alide.. | 

Nu, of ſuch Tools aur Author has no need, ,. 

To make his lot, or nfake his ©lay-ſuccec 

He of Black: Bills has no prodigious Tales, ” 

Ot Spaniſh tiltrims thrawn- =" 

H-re's not one murder:'d Miagiltraze,at legit, . 4 

Kept rank, like Ven'(on, for a City-Fealt ;, -, - vg 

Growy four tlazs Qiff, the better to pregare + 

And fic his plyant Limbs 104ideln- heir... =; 

Here are to Truths.of ſuch g Monſtrous date; F Wer 

. And ſome belicve there are.notie ſuch jn Nature. | 

But here's an A+mty vais'd,; though wager ground, Wo | v. 

Yet mo Mew. ſern; nov one Comemi(ſnon fee) "ey 7 < LN: ut 0 

Here is a Traitogton, 4hat's very ofd,; A 

Turbulent, bile, miſobesyous:and | 

Bloudy, Revengtivl:;  and.to.Crowp his is Bare, W_- 

Loves fambl:rig with'a Wench with all his kgarts ; , , 1 

| Andafter having many Chanyes, ppſhc.,1i;2-1 2 1 avis 37.1 6 

In ſpight of Aga;chenks.Hleav'@ be's Hang Gat lat; - 
3 Et, here's a Sanetar;tha kneps a Whos J ls: 2 
n Venice One a .agher Olhegþoce + i1 2! EY PF 

To Lewdn:(aevery.night the Leachon rae 308 

Shew me in Lower ſuch averherman;.... | 

Match him at Mpther:Creſivef4 if-you; FAR + | ; bs 


. Ty 


Ah Poland, Polund, brad 36/nt0 thy Ohoy ii d b:A - 


' T have heard in time of this Veretian-Plot, 


Thou ſigely choſen hagt pne ot from 41 ence, , 
And be bf Then, 29S. haft Povtiu (ſhce.*.- ad 


of 


EPFLOGUE 
To the Same. 
Spoken by Mr. BET TER TON, 


He Text is dene, and now fer Application : 
And when that's ended, give your Approbation. 
110 the Canfpiracy's prevemed Here, 
Methinks I ſee afiother Fatching There. 
And there's a certain FaQtion faia would ſway, 


If they had ſtrength enough, and damn this Play ; 
But this the Author boldly bad me ſay. 
If any take his Plainneſs in ill 'parr, 
He's glad on't from the bottom of his Heart, 
| Pnets in Honour of the Truth ſhould Write, 
With the fame Courage Brave Men for it Fight. 
And tho' againſt him cauſeleſs Hatred riſe, 
And daily where he goes of late he pics C 
The Frowns of ſullen and revengeful E yes. 
'Tis what he knows, with much contempt, to bear, 
And ſerves a Cauſe too good to let him fear. 
He fears no Poyſon from an incens'd Drab, 
No Ruffians five foot Sward, nor Raſcals Stab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief, laid, 
Not a Roſe- Aly Cudge)}, Ambulcade. 
From any private Cauſe where Malice Reigns, 
Or general Pique, that Blockheads have to Brains. 
Nothing ſhall daunt his Pen when Truth doth call, 
No, not the Piture-Mangler at Gzild-Hel. | 
The Rebel Tribe ( of which that Vermin's one ) 
Have now (er forward, and the Courſe begun. 
And while that Prince's Figure they deface, 
Durſt their baſe Fears but look Him in the Face, 
As they before had Mafſacred His Name, 
They'd uſe His Perfon as they've us'd hits Fame. 
A Face, in which ſuch Lineaments they-Read, 
Of that Great Martyr, whoſe-Rich Blood they Shed; 
That their Rebellious Hate they ſtill maintain, 
_ And, in his Son, would Murder Him again. 

With Indignatioft then let each Brave Heurt; 
Rowze and Unite to take His [njur'd Part, ? 
Till Royal Love and Goodneſs call Him Home, \ 
And Songs of Triumph meet Him as He come. 
Till Heaven His Horiour and His Peace Reſtore, 
Aad Villains never wrong His Vertue more. 


London, -Prigzed for A. Banks. 1682. 


-* 
— 
* 


